633,                JUDITH PARIS

* Was my father like him? '

' No; your father was not so tall nor so old/

* This gentleman is very, very old,'

4 No. Not truly. He will not appear old
when you know him/

' Is that boy called John?'

' Yes.'

He yawned a huge yawn.

*  I like him, . . /    Then he added, blinking
his eyes at the fire:   * Is the beautiful lady his
mother?'

1 Yes.'

* But he called her ma'am/

' Many boys and girls call their mother
ma'am and their father sir/

He thought about this, * I cannot call my
father sir because I haven't one, and I have never
called you ma'am/

' No, and you never will/ said Judith resol-
utely. She put on his shirt and carried him to
the big four-poster.

He looked so small in it that she laughed.
Then they both laughed. The touch of the
cool sheets woke him up again and he rolled all
over the bed. Then he lay still, watching her
with wide-open eyes while she changed her
dress, washed her face and hands, brushed her
hair.

* This is a very grand house,' he said at last.

* Yes.    I lived in it when I was a little girl,
younger than you are/

But the strangeness of it! In that bed, where
her small son was lying, old Mrs. Monnasett had